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last glance at the preparations. Then, who could tell
but that, by some chance or other, she might be at
the place of meeting before him? As he emerged
from the Rue Tronchet, he heard a great clamour be-
hind the Madeleine. He pressed forward, and saw at
the far end of the square, to the left, a number of
men in blouses and well-dressed people.
In fact, a manifesto published m the newspapers
had summoned to this spot all who had subscribed
to the banquet of the Reform Party. The Ministry
had, almost without a moment's delay, posted up a
proclamation prohibiting the meeting. The Parlia-
mentary Opposition had, on the previous evening,
disclaimed any connection with it; but the patriots,
who were unaware of this resolution on the part of
their leaders, had come to the meeting-place, followed
by a great crowd of spectators. A deputation from
the schools had made its way, a short time before,
to the house of Odillon Barrot. It was now at the
residence of the Minister for Foreign Affairs; and no-
body could tell whether the banquet would take
place, whether the Government would carry out its
threat, and whether the National Guards would make
their appearance. People were as much enraged
against the deputies as against Power. The crowd
was growing bigger and bigger, when suddenly the
strains of the "Marseillaise" rang through the air.
It was the students* column which had just arrived
on the scene. They marched along at an ordinary
walking pace, in double file and in good order, with
angry faces, bare hands, and all exclaiming at intervals:
"Long live Reform!   Down with Guizot!"
Frederick's friends were there, sure enough. They
would have noticed him and dragged him along with